
from. Quite a change from the spot I last wrote 
you from. Then, I had to sit with my back 

against a tree, with my attention divided be-
tween writing and keeping a sharp lookout for 
a stray shot or shell. Last Sabbath found us 
lying in a reserve, with two lines of battle in 
front of us, and at 5 A. M. the ball opened in 
grand style. The battle raged with great fury 
till 11 A. M., when the enemy were driven back, 

and repulsed at every point. A short distance 
from the left of our regiment several batteries 
were planted, and on these the rebels charged 
no less than five times, but were repulsed with 
awful carnage. We could hear their yells, as 
they charged, and every man would hold his 
breath with suspense. Not a shot was fired till 
they began to pour out of the woods into the 
open field, like wasps from their nests, then the 
guns, with their double shotted loads of can-
nister and grape, would go crashing through 
their ranks, and hurl them back. The old soldiers 
did not feel confident of their repulse till they 

heard the hoarse booming of a certain battery, 
then they would cry out "there goes old Weed af
ter them" (meaning Weed's Battery.) Then the 
Regulars would mount the breastworks and send 
cheer after cheer of defiance alter their broken 
column. During the intervals in the battle the 
sharpshooters on both sides were kept busy.— 
General Griffin while riding near our regiment, 
had a splendid horse shot from under him.— 
General Hooker rode along the lines several 
times, and his fine grey steed made a good mark, 
but fortunately no bullet could lay him low.— 
Our batteries were considerably annoyed by a 
rebel sharpshooter that was concealed in the 
woods. A captain of a battery first had his 
horse shot from under him, but he had no soon-
er mounted another, than a ball coming from 
the same direction, shattered his leg. At length 
one of Berdan's men caught sight of a dark ob
ject in an oak tree. He aimed, fired, and down 
tumbled Mr. Sharpshooter, in the shape and 
color of a huge mulatto. I suppose, though, it is 
all right for the rebels to use the negroes to 
slay our Northern brothers. But Copperheads 
think it an unpardonable sin if we even use 
them for digging entrenchments. The firing 
was kept up at intervals until Tuesday, when it 
ceased entirely. On Tuesday morning, while 
getting into line, a minie ball struck Martin W. 
Haight, company A, badly, shattering his leg be
low the knee. Though the wound is a severe 
one, yet the Surgeon thinks the limb will be 
saved. And here let me say a word in regard 
to our officers. Wherever our regiment 
went our surgeons were with us (with the ex
ception of Dr . Lord, who was detailed). In 
that terrible five days' battle I did not see 
cooler men than our acting Brigadier and our 
Colonel. The men have the utmost confidence 
in all the line and staff officers, and they showed 
by their attention to orders that they were will
ing to follow them to victory or death. 

On Tuesday evening we were treated to a 
grand rain storm, with all the old fashioned ac
companiments of thunder and lightning. The 
boys were completely drenched. While it was 
still raining the order came for a retreat across 
the river. Our division was to cover the retreat. 
Here my pen must skip over a blank space.— 
While standing behind the regiment a ball from 
the enemy struck your correspondent's gun, 
glanced and went through the breast of my 
overcoat, and struck a brass-bound pocket Bible 
and went under my arm. Some splinters from 
the gun hit me on the head, and the next recol-
lection I had was, twenty-four hours afterwards, 



finding myself in "Camp near Falmouth," 
among the boys again, and nobody hurt. 

Thursday we moved camp a few rods to the 
west of the old one on a gentle rising hill, from 
which we have a splendid view of the surround-
ing country. 

F r o m the 140th R e g i m e n t . 

CAMP 140TH N. Y. V., NEAR FALMOUTH. 
Virginia, May 14th, 1863. 

DEAR UNION: —I have sent you all the in
formation I could gather concerning our late 
excursion to the south side of the Rappahan-
nock, but have this day got a few items to send 
to our friends at home which will give joy to 
some while it will send the deep pang of sorrow 
to others; but the almighty and overruling 
power which directs and controls our actions 
and our beings will, I trust, be to them a sup-
port, and give them strength and resignation to 
meet the sad tidings. 

I stated in my last letter that Dr. Lord was in 
the hands of the rebels, or rather, I should say, 
he was left behind at Chancellorsville, and we 
knew not if he was a prisoner or killed. This 
day he has returned to us alive and well, except 
that he looks rather worse for wear. He has 
been with our wounded in the rebel lines ever 
since the great Sunday battle, and was to-day 
sent over with a train of wounded by the rebels 
into our lines. He says they were very short of 
provisions over there, owing to the destruction 

of property by Stoneman's cavalry, and they 
had to provide themselves from haversacks 
which they picked up on the battle field. 

The rebels acknowledge that our artillery was 
too much for them, but they say they don't care 
for our infantry. Dr. Lord says among the 
many thousands of wounded rebels he saw, and 
he tells of 12,000, he did not see hardly any who 
were wounded in the legs by the musket ball. 
Nearly all were wounded in the arms, head and 
breast, while a large proportion of our men are 
wounded in the legs. That shows what has al-
ways been a mistake with our men, they aim 
too high. If they aimed as low as the rebels do 
we should make much greater havoc among the 
enemy than we do. Our muskets at short range, 
if a man is not careful, are very apt to carry 
over. So if you aim at a man's legs, and get on 

a straight line, your chances are good to hit a 
man somewhere below the top of his head, and 
allow considerable for carrying over. 

The Doctor represents the rebels quite jubi-
lant over their partial success, and Gen. Lee was 

cheered very heartily and long after the battle. 
Our wounded who were left in the brick house 
at Chancellorsville when we fell back with Dr. 
Lord in charge, remained there until Sunday 
about noon, when the house was destroyed and 
the out buildings. The wounded were removed 
to some other point. Among them was Barton 
T. Perrigo, who, as I told you before, had am-
putation performed at the upper third of left 
thigh. Being short of help, and he feeling full 
as well, and even better than could be expected 
for one in his condition, two days after the ope-
ration he determined to help himself as much 
as possible, and be removed to another building 
about a quarter of a mile distant. With two 
men assisting him, one holding each arm, he 
hopped on his one foot to the place. The exer-
tion caused secondary hemmorrhage, the liga-
ture became detached from the main artery, and 
within two minutes he bled to death, and thus 
was lost to the service as good and brave a fel-
low as the country needs. He was an amiable 
and faithful companion, and leaves a large num
ber of friends in the regiment who mourn his 



loss. 
The rest of our wounded are all doing well. 
Our loss in dead in our first engagement is but 
three. An overruling Providence has been with 
us all the way through the past eight months. 
Our losses when compared with other regiments 
have been light, from all causes, whether by 
sickness or battle or anything else. Our regi-
ment is quite healthy since our return. We have 
nothing more than diarrhoea, which always fol
lows such an expedition as that lately undertaken, 
We have only two sick in the hospital, and those 
not seriously. How long we stay here, or what 
is our next move I cannot say. The folks at 
home know as much about such things as we 
do. I see Gen. Hooker has ordered all who 
write to the papers must sign their own names 
and not use any more fictitious ones; so I must 
subscribe myself Respectfully, 

Democrat & American. 
THURSDAY MORNING, MAY 21. 

LOCAL AFFAIRS. 

OUR ARMY CORRESPONDENCE. 

F r o m the 140th R e g i m e n t . 

HEADQUARTERS 140TH N. Y. V., 
NEAR FALMOUTH, VA., May 15, 1863. 

OUR DESTINY. 
Semiramis stands by the Euphrates, contem
plating a palace for herself and a habitation for 
her people. Alexander, at the head of his col-
umn, pierces and crushes under his feet a great 
city. Leyard burrows in the dusty mound, and 
compels the yelling Arab to drag forth the 
winged bulls of by-gone glory. These three il-
lustrate the march of the race. The pioneer, 
the conqueror and the antiquarian follow and 
often stumble on one another. The axe which 
clears away the forest of Yucatan, disentombs 
the palaces of an extinct race, and amid the 
chattering of apes, opens the history of a forgot
ten civilization. 

In nature, in man, in the life of nations, in the 
history of great cities, the law of growth and 

decay seems absolute and without exception. 
Like the earth we inhabit, the full round of ex
istence must be half the time in the night. 
Since the raw material was measured out to us 
at the beginning, and no additions can be made 
we must tear down before we can build up, and 
life would have no meaning were it not for 
death. 

There is a time when the infant nation is 
rocked in the arms of a few serious men, and if 
life trembles in the balance, between the shock 
of the old, with the birth of the, new. There is 
time when it springs forth in the pride of the 
conscious strength of manhood, and bids defi-
ance to the world. And there is a time when it 
gathers itself for the final struggle, and, clothed 
in the dignity of a completed destiny, considers 
its heritage to the young heirs at its bed-side. 
Have no new elements been introduced to 
change the conditions of national growth? 
Must we, too, bow to the inexorable law, and 
write down over against all our hopes and un-
dertakings, "passing away"? If we look no far-
ther than to the teachings of history, if we go 

for our oracle t o the tombs of past ages, if we 
say, "America must fall," as we say, we must 

die to-morrow, because our neighbor died yes-



terday, then our question must be answered in 
the affirmative. 
But what then? We ought not to be alarmed. 
The crash of our dissolution must be so far re-
moved as not to disturb these—the days of our 
infancy. For, by every possible deduction from 
the experience of other peoples, by all the symp-

toms, by common sense, we are assured that 
our career, as a nation, is scarcely begun. We 
must not forget that a body politic cannot be cut 
down by mere accident, that its growth must be 

slow, and that if it took Rome a thousand years 
to rise, and as many more to fall, we need not 
talk of our national coffin, before we have fairly 
emerged from our national crib. The first step 
has not yet been passed—the Pioneer is still 
driving hard at his task. 

But we are of the number of those who be 
lieve that all events, principalities, and destinies 
form parts of one grand mosaic, wherein the 
purposes of God are perfectly wrought. And 
when we contemplate the place we occupy in the 
march of civilization, and the time, and the phy-
sical surroundings, and our history hitherto, we 
cannot but believe that there is, for us, a 
"manifest destiny," not in our proud, and in-
flated imaginations, but in the mind of the great 
Disposer of events. 

We imagined ourselves masters of the situa
tion, just at the moment when our destiny slip-
ped from our hands, and took its own flight, in 
accordance with its own law. Our best reasons 
and feelings had long warned us that one mon-
strous obstacle stood over against that destiny. 
And while we laid our finger on our lips, and 
frowned on those indiscreet, but perhaps honest, 
men, who kept crying out in our streets: "un-
holy! unholy!" we looked anxiously about for 
the solution of the terrible problem. And then, 
when this fearful crisis burst upon us, in spite 
of that reason, and those feelings, we cried out: 
"unfortunate!" And now, while we sicken, 
and faint under repeated disaster, and delayed 
hope, we fail to see that all these have brought 
us nearer—not to the end of a war, but to the con-
summation of a grand result. The pillar of cloud 
and fire has kept steadily on, while we have been 
clamoring for the flesh pots of Egypt. 

Not until our golden calf is broken, and our 
political Korahs are swallowed up, shall the 
promise of God towards us be fulfilled. 

Let the patriot, the philosopher, the philan-
thropist take courage. The events of this war 
have gradually glided from our hands, and be
yond our control, and we have become instru-
ments where we thought to be masters. Here 
is a paradox in history—the lesser evil swallows 
up the greater. Let us join the almighty, but 
bloody tide which sets in towards the disen-
thralment of men—the elevation of man. Now 
is the time for Regulus to mount his spikes 
rather than be false to his character as a man— 
as a Roman. Now is the time for Junius Brutus 
to pronounce sentence on his own son, if that 
son prove false to Rome. Now the martyr may 
sing poesans amid crackling faggots, if the Great 
Cause be thereby advanced, vindicated, or even 
glorified. We shall be safe, as a people, if, fol-
lowing the advice of the poet Goethe to his 
friend, we prove "true to the dream of our youth." 
ADJUTANT. 


